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To buy a flobbry and a durtie Farmc 
In that nooke-flhotcen lie of Albion. 

Con ft. *Dieu de "Battailes,where haue they this mettell ? 
Is not their Clymate foggy,raw,and dull? 

On whom,as in delpight.the Sunne Iookespale, 

Killing their Fruit with frownes. Can fodden Water, 

A Drench tor fur-rcyn’d lades,their Barly broth, 

Decodfc their cold blood to fuch valiant heat ? 

And (ball our quick blood,fpiritcd with Wine, 

Sceme froftie i 0,for honor of our Land, 

Let vs not hang like roping Iiyckles 
Vpon our Houics Thatch,whiles a more froftie People 
Sweat drops of gallant Youth in our rich fields: 

Poore we call them,in their Natiue Lords. 

' Dolphin . By Faith and Honor, 

Our Madame* mock at vs,and plainely fay, 

Our Mettell is bred out, and they will giue 
Their bodyes to the tuft of Englifh Youth, 

To new-ftore France with Baftard Warriors. 

Brit, They bid vs to the Englifh Dancing-Schoolcs, 
And teach Lauolea't high,and fwift Carranto's, 

Saying, our Grace is oncly in ourHeelcs, 

And that we are mod loftic Run-awayes. 

King. Where is Montioy the HeraldPlpeed him hence, 
Let him grccc England with our fliarpe defiance. 
VpPrinccs,ahd with fpirit of Honor edged, 

More fharper then your Swords,high to the field: 
Charles Delabreth, High Conftable of France, 

You Dukes of Orleance,"Burbon,■Mid of Berry, 
ts4lanfon,"Brabant,Bar,Burgonie, 

Iaques Chattidion, Rambures, Kandemont, 

"Beumont, CJrand Free, Rouffi, and Faulconbridge } 
hoys, Leftrale, Boueiquall,md CharaByes, 

High Dukes,great Princes,Barons,Lords,and Kings; 

For your great Seats,now quit you of great flumes: 
Barre Harry England,that l'wecpes through our Land 
With Penons painted in the blood of Harflcw: 

Rufh on hisHoaft,as dorh the melted Snow 
Vpon the Vaileycs,whole lowVaffall Sear, 

The Alpes doth fpit,and void his rhewme vpon. 

Goc downe vpon him,you haue Power enough. 

And in a Captiuc Chariot, into Roan 
Bring himourPrifoner. 

Confl. This becomes the Great. 

Sorry am I his numbers arc fo few. 

His Souldicrs fick,and famifhr in their March: 

Fori amfure,whenhe fliall fee our Army, 

Hee’lc drop his heart into the finck of fearc. 

And for atchieuctnenc,offer vs his Ranfome. 

King. Therefore Lord Conftable,haft on Montioy, 

And let him fay to England,that we fend, 

' To know what willing Ranfome he will giue. 

Prince Dolphin, you fliall ftay with vs in Roan. 

Dolph, Not Co,l doc befcech your Maieftie. 

King. Be patienr.for you fliall remaine with vs. 

Now forth Lord Conftable,and Princes all. 

And quickly bring vs word of Englands fall. Exeunt. 

Enter fitppaines, Englifh and Welch, Cj oarer 
and Flue lien. 

Gower . How now Capcaine Hue!!en,comc you from 
the Bridge? 

Flu. I affure you,there is very excellent Seruiccs com¬ 
mitted at the Bridge. 

Gower. Is the Duke of Exeter fafe ? 

Flu. The Duke of Exeter is as magnanimous as 
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memnon and a man thaTTl^^]^;^^^ 
and my heart, and my dutie, and my l iu# 
and my vttermoft power. He is not,God Zf *Hi 
bleffed, any hurt in the World, but ki? 
moft valiantly .with excellent difcipljnc ?? the H 
chient Lieutenant there at the Pridge I ih t isai fo 
confcicnce bee is as valiant a man as 
hce is a man of no cftimation in the Worlu rS,l| 
him doe as gallant feruice. 

Gower. What doe you call him? 

Fla. Hce is call’d aunchient Tiftoll. 

Gower. 1 know him not. 

Enter Piftoll. 

Flu. Here is the man. 

Du^r?rStL b S t 't doe "' f ^* 

Pift. Bardolph, a Souldierfirme and f 011Bl i n 
and of buxome valour, hath by cruell Fat ° j " fatl 
Fortunes furious fickle Whecle.thac GoddrS ^ 
ftands vpon the rolling leftleffe Stone. cbllnd A 
Fla. By your patience, aunchient p A 
painted blinds, with a Muffler afore his eve* r !? ncil 
to you, that Fortune isblinde; and (bee i. ’ • 
-*** Wheele, to fignifie to yCXhuS2 
it, that ftiee u turning and inconftant andm..,c ^ 
and variation: and her foot, looke yoVis 
SpUencall Stone, which ro„l«,a„d Lil!,. 
in good truth,the Poet makes a moft excellent defcri l' 
onot it; Fortune is an excellent Moral!, P 

Pift. Fortune is Bardotphs foe, and frownes M t- 
for he hath ftolne a Pax,and hanged muft a be • a Jl!i 
*«•» let Galiovje. gape for tfogge, ^“ 
and let not Hempe his Wind-pipe AiffS'cate^butf»,„ 
hath giuen thedoome of death, for Pax of little Mitt 
7 hererorc goe fpeake, the Duke will heare thy vovet- 
and let not Bardolpbs vitall thred bee cut with edge of 
Penny-Cord, and vile reproach. Speak.e Captaincfo, 
his Life,and I will thee requite. 

Flu. Aunchient Tiftoll, I doe partly vnderfland m 
meaning. 1 

Pift. Why then reioycc therefore. 

Flu. Certainly Aunchient, it is not a thingto reioycc 
at: for if,looke you,he were my Brother, 1 would defat 
the Duke to vfe his good pleafure, and put him to execu¬ 
tion ; fordifeipline ought to be vied. 

Pift. Dye,and be darn’d, and F<gs for thy fdendibip. 

Flu. It is well. 

Pift. The Figge of Spaine, Fxit, 

Flu. Very good. 

Gower. Why, this is an arrant counterfeitRafdl,I 
remember him now: a Bawd,aCut-purfe. 

Flu. He affure you, a vtt’red as praue words at the 
Pridge,as you (hall fee in a Summers day : but it is very 
well: what he ha’s fpoketo me,that is well I warrant you, 
when time is ferue. 

Gower. Why ’tis a Gull,a Foole,a Rogue,that now and 
then goes to the Warrcs,to grace himfelfe at hisreturoc 
into London, vnder the forme of a Souldier: and filth 
fellowes are perfit in the Great Commanders Names,and 
they will learne you by rote where Seruiccs were done; 
at fuch and fuch a Sconce,at fuch a Ereach,at fuch a Con- 
uoy : who came off brauely, who was (hot, who dif- 
grac’d,what termes the Enemy flood on: and this they 
conne perfidy in the phrafe of Warre; which they tricke 
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•fti new-tuned Oathes: and what a Beard of the Ge- 
fp*! th ril . ail d a horride Sute of the Campe.will doc a- 
ntrJ Vnmina Bottles, and Alc-waflu Wits, is wonder- 
tn° n § ° rhrueht on: but you muft learne to know luch 

fUll dersof the age, or clle you may be maruelloufly mi- 
jinn 

ft00 / kC *I tell you what, Captaine G«r«-r I doeperceiue 
v nt the man that hee would gladly make (hew to 
h cc [* n y [ iee js: if I finde ahole in his Coat.I will tell 
^ ,minde : hcarke you.theJCmg is comming, and I 

^uftfpooke with him from the Pridge. 

(Brum tt»d Colours. Enter the King and his 
poore Souldiers. 
vi« God pleffe your Maieftie. 

r \ How now Fluetle»,c aro’ft thou from the Bridge? 
F/« I fo pleafe your MaiefLic : The Duke of Exeter 
. v v erVgallantly maintain’d the Pridge; the French is 
"* ^oke you, and there is gallant and moft praue 

° 0 fo aes ’: marry, th’athucrfarie was haue pofleffion of 
P, 3 p^doe, but he is enforced to retyre,and the Duke of 
Exeter nMafter of the Pridge : I can tell your Maieftie, 

the Duke is a praue man. 

What men haue you lo Cx,Flaellen l 
Fla 7 The perdition of th’athucrlarie hath beenc very 
ereacj'reafonnablc great: marry for my part,I thinke the 
Dukehath loft neuer a man,but one that is like to be exe¬ 
cuted for robbing a Church, one "Bardolph,\C your Maie¬ 
ftie know the man: his face is all bubuklcs and vyhelkes, 
and knobs, and flames a fire, and hi* lippes blowes at his 
nofc.and it is likeacoalc of fire, fometin.es piew, and 
fometimes red , but his nofe is executed,and his fire’s 
out. 

gmg. Wee would h 2 ue all fuch offendors fo cut off: 
andwegme cxpreffechargc,thatinour Marches through 
theCountrey, there be nothing compell’d from the Vil¬ 
lages; nothing taken, but pay’d for: none of the French 
vpbrayded or abufed in difdainefuli Languagejfor when 
Lcuitie and Crueltie playforaKingdome, the gentler 
Gimeftcr is the fooneft winner. 

Tucket. Enter Momtioy. 

Momioy. You know me by my habit. 

Km. Well then, I know thee: what fliall I know of 
. * 
thee? 

Hountioj. My Maflers mind. 

King. Vnfold it. 

Mountioy. Thus fares my King: Say thou to Harry 
of England, Though we feem’d dead,we did but fleepe: 
Aduantage is a better Souldier then rafhncffe. Tell him, 
wee could haue rebuk’d him at Harflewe, but that wee 
thought not good to bruife an iniurie, till it were full 
tipe. Now wee fpeake vpon our Q^and our voyce is icn- 
jeriall; England (hall repent his folly, fee his weakc- 
nefle, and admit e our lufferancc. Bid him therefore eon- 
ider of his ranfome, which muft proportion the Ioffes wc 
wue borne, the (ubiedb we haue loft, the difgrace we 
wuedigefted; which in weight to re-anl’wer, hispetti- 
neffe would bow vnder. For our Ioffes, his Exchequer is 
too poore; for th’effufion of our bloud,thc Mufter of his 
Kingdomc too faint a number; and for our difgrace, his 
owneperton kneeling at our feet.but a wcake and worth- 
lelic latisfatfion. To this addc defiance: and tell him for 
conclufion, he hath betrayed his followers, whofccon- 

forSy &££? : S ° farrC my Klll§ ana Maftcri 


King. What is thv name? I know thy qualitic. 
Mount. cMoumiej. 

King. Thou doo’ft thy Office fairely.Turne thee back. 
And teil thy King, I doe riot feeke him now. 

But could be willing to march on to Callice, 

Without impeachment: for to fay the footb. 

Though ’tis no wifdome to confcffe fo much 
V nto an enemie of Craft and V antage, ^ 

My people are with fickneffe much enfeebled. 

My numbers leffen’d: and thofe few I haue, 

Almoft no better then fo many French; 

Who when they were in health,! cell thee Herald, 

I thought.vpon one pay re of Englifli I egges 
Did march three Frenchmen. Yet forgiue me God, 

That I doe bragge thus; this your ayre of France 
Hath blowne that vice in me. I muft repent: 

Goe therefore cell thy Mafter, heere I am; 

My Ranfome.is this frayle and wovthlcffe Trunke; 

My Army,but a wcake and fickly Guard: 

Yet God bcfore.tell him we will come on, 

Though France himfelfe, and fuch another Neighbor 
Stand in our way. There’s for thy labour c "Momtioy. 

Goe bid thy Mafter well aduife himfelfe. 

If we may pafie,we will; if we be hindred, 

We fliall your tawnie ground with your red blood 
Difcolour : and fo c Mounticy, fare you well. 

The famine of all our Anfwer is but this: 

We would not feeke a Batcailc as wc are. 

Nor as we are.wc fay vve will not fliua it; 

So tell ycur Mailer. 

tjMount, I fliall deliuer fo: T’nankes to your High- 
neffe. 

Clottc. I hope they will not come vpon vs now. 

King. We aresinGods hand,Brother, not in theirs: 
March to the Bridge,it now drawes toward night. 
Beyond the Ritter wee’le encampe our fclues. 

And on to morrow bid them march away. Exeunt. 

Enter the Conftable of France,the LordRamburs, 
Orleance, Dolphin, with others. 

Conft. Tut, I haue the belt Armour of the World: 
would it were day. 

Orleance. You haue an excellent Armour: but let my 
Horfe haechis due. 

Conft. It is the beft Horfe of Europe. 

Orleance. Will it neuer be Morning i 

Dolph. My Lord of Orleance.and my Lord High Cpn- 
ftab!e,you t3lkc of Horfe and Armour ? 

Orleance. You are as well prouided of both, as any 
Prince in the World, 

Dolph. What a long Night is this? I will not change 
my Horfe with any that treadesbucon fourc poftures; 
ch’ ha: he bounds from the Earth,as if his entrayles were 
hayres: U Cheualvolante, thePegafus, chesles Marines de 
feu. When I bcftrvdc h:m,I foare,I am a Hawke;.he trots 
theayre: the Earth fings,when he touches it: thebafeft 
borne of his hoofe, is more Muficall then the Pipe of 
Hermes. 

Orleance. Hce’s of the colour of the Nutmeg, 

Dolph. And of the heat of the Ginger. It is a Beaft 
for Per feat: hee is pure Ayre and Fire; and the dull Ele¬ 
ment* of Earth and Water neuer appeare in him,but on¬ 
ly in patient ftillneffe while his Rider mounts him: hec 
is indeede a Horfe, and all other lades you may sail 
Beads. 
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